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goverment. But consider the facts. Consider what happened last
Sunday night. Probably you haven't got the facts of Sunday night
over there yet. It's the ugliest, most inexplicable night in the
record of our quiet little Baldwin. If after all there does happen to
be a Last Judgment, Master Stanley will be put through it hard
and good about Sunday May 2nd. Or to be more exact, Monday
May 3rd. "Put that pipe down sir/' the great flaming Angel will
say. "We want to see your face."
'We shall all want to see his face.
'What happened was this. The Trade Union leaders were
haggling and conferring between the miners and the cabinet all
Sunday and they really seemed to be getting to a delaying com-
promise, and something like a deal. If the goverment really meant
to make a deal. Late in the night the Trade Union leaders at
Downing Street^ had hammered out some sort of reply to certain
cabinet proposals. They went back to the conference room with
it. And they found the room empty and dark and the lights out.
c The goverment had thrown down the negotiations. They came
into a darkened room and were told that the goverment had
gone away. Gone home!
'Bit dramatic that, anyhow.
'Why?
cMy dear, you might guess at a thousand reasons. Some com-
positors at the Daily Mail had refused to set up an anti-labour
leading article! The Daily Maill I have never been able to under-
stand how the Daily Mail is able to get compositors to set up any
of its articles. But this thing I have a nasty feeling was foreseen.
The coup was prepared. It was too clumsy, too out of proportion,
to be a genuine thing. Forthwith the cabinet hear of the Daily A fail
hitch. Remarkably quick. "It's come off," I guess someone said.
"Get on with the break." Like a shot the cabinet responded. Like
an actor answering his cue. The goverment snatched at the excuse
of that little Daily Mail printing-office strike to throw down the
whole elaborate sham of negotiating for peace. They called the
bluff of the poor old vacillating T.U.G. "This is the general strike
and we are ready/' said they. Off flew Winston and the heroic
set to get busy, and Mr. Baldwin went to bed.
'The empty room. The lights put out. The labour leaders
peering into it, astonished and not a little scared. Like sheep at
the gate of a strange field. Don't forget that picture, Cynthia.
'And since then the goverment hasn't been a goverment. It's